covered in mud, the company that has been relieved
returns from the front in an equally festive mood.
When they reach the bridge of Vallecas, you should
see the joy with which the children make a dash for
their father, how the women keep step with them.
We are greeted by all the tram-conductors, and
people wave at us from the windows of every house.
After six months of war, cold, hunger and bom-
bardment, there is no falling off in morale, no
trace of defeatism, no weariness. In the courtyard
of our barracks, the new volunteers who have
recently arrived from their villages are being
exercised. A number of new gay posters cover the
walls of the houses. It looks as if the streets were
packed more than ever with people and transport.
The flag of the Republic is waving on the battered
buildings. Soldiers are singing the latest satirical
songs improvised by themselves, and under the
large portraits of La Pasionaria the slogan is
scrawled in letters of flame

No Pasaran !
Pasaremus !

Between the positions occupied by the Perreira and
the Durutti Battalions, there are no trenches and
the terrain is very broken. Here at night we set up
listening posts along the little stream and behind
the trees. The others know about this and it is